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F | die tomorrow 


Author's Notes: 
A bit too romantic, but the world needs love, so here it is. 


Nikki's POV 
2015 


"Hello, my dear diary. 


Motley Crüe isn't Mötley Crüe anymore. Look at it! What are we known for? SLEAZINESS AND WILDNESS. What 
are we doing? Telling the others how life is beautiful in its simplicity and how we feel guilty for those years in 
the "Wild Side". Is that true? | bet there's even a fiber of their beings "shouting at the devil" and wanting "girls 
girls girls". We are too fast for love! This is what young people always wanted, but now it seemed that they 

grew a bit more conscious, boring or something like that. But what really scares me is how each one of us 

changed. Tommy is into electronic and rap/hip hop. Vince has become an old, fat fart. Mick is the only one that 
didn't change, mentally, but his body is becoming way weaker. About me? | try to help addicted people with my 


example that everyone can beat it, but writing songs about it means that | reached the bottom, no rockstar 
has ever reached this level. | catch myself thinking about if | made through addiction for reall We won't die at 
the top, unfortunately. Even if we try. Let's call this tour the farewell one, because Motley Crue is already 
dead. The only thing that has ever been there for me, my home, is falling to pieces. 


Sorry to disappoint everyone, but we can't go on with the show. It ain't a theater of pain, nor a carnival of 


sins. It's more to a shame. 


Yours, Nik" 


NNNNNNNN NNN 


Tommy's POV 
2015 


| was passing by the corridor of our backstage and heard this words coming from Nikki's room. The voice was 
alike to his, it was his room and there's no one, besides him, that | know that could keep a diary. As he kept on 
writing and speaking to himself, | could hear sobs as he said the "falling to pieces" part. But he had no right of 
saying this! Just because we changed a little doesn't mean that we arent Mötley Crue! As he ended the text, | 
opened the door and and, not intentionally, shouted: 


"Who do you think you are to judge us, your friends and your band, this way!? To put an end in everything we 
had done?! This ain't a shame, this is us!" 


Nikki startled, and | noticed he was still crying. 


"It ain't that nice to know other person's diaries, too" he had to defend himself. He never says sorry. That was 
taught by the gangs he had been to as a teen. 


"You aren't an average Joe for me, Nikki. You are my twin! | always considered you that! You being okay or not 


IS of my business!" 


"Where have you been all this time, when | needed someone to say ‘hey, it's disgusting’, if you are my twin? 
Uh, ah, let me say. This one | know. You were there with your new friends talking about this shitty music you 
are making now!" He shouted the last part, with looks that kill. Yes, | had to admit. | hadn't been there, but his 


songs weren't good either. 
"Yes. | think you're right. Let's end with this shit before we go even lower. I'll tell the others. Because, of 
course, Mr. Nikki Sixx, or may | say, Frank Ferrana Jr. is always right" | said sarcastically and hitting his weak 


point, his birth name. | went away, closing the door not so politely. 


How could he treat me this way? 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Vince's POV 
December 3lst, 2015 


It was the Crue's last breath. | felt so bad. It had been my life, my home too, and see it slipping through my 
fingers was horrible. My hands were tied by Nikki's madness and Tommy's hurt pride. Mick and | were the 
main victims of this all, and we were crying because of the fans we would let down. Teens and kids still wanted 
the sleaziness and, at the same time, meaningful lyrics. We could please them all. But Nikki was blind, and 


Tommy was now blinded because of the fight they had. But here we go. Last worthy day of my life. 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Tommy's POV 
2011 


| can't stand this anymore! I've been crying for two years because of that damned idiot! That Bastard! Why did 
he had to end up with everything that really mattered to me. Including his love. love ain't just kissing and 
fucking, but being there at someone's side, being helpful, understand the feelings, appreciate each other's 
presence.presence..YEAH! THAT'S IT! | ALREADY KNOW HOW TO APOLOGIZE TO NIKKI! 


Just running to Twitter, marking him in this and writing this: 
"Instead of giving each other presents, why don't you give presence this Christmas!" 


Yes! He will know that I've missed him every day by now. He's all | need! | took distance for me to notice that. 
And how much | love him. | thought | was too old to fall in love all over again. Yeah, bad pun, | know. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN 


Nikki's POV 
2011 


Tommy's has always been there, slamming the door desperately when | locked myself at the bathroom to cry. 
Gosh, does he has to be in everything | do? | can't even cry without remembering of his thight hugs, how he 
caress my long hair when we hug..that's why | refuse myself to cut it. But, since Crue's "death", | hadn't cut 

it. Which is strange. It seems like, deep within, | still miss his hands through it, and needed it long for the case 


it come to happen. 


When | look in the mirror, | see the star tattooed on my face. | remember it was for me to have a piece of 
him with me all the time, and he had several ones at his tattooed to have a piece of me with him. | stare and 
said to myself "What if | die tomorrow? Have | said all | can say?" And my heart continued the lyrics for me 
"he's my everything and he makes me feel so alive". Life's really beautiful, but just with him around. He's all | 


need. 


| decided to surf on internet. Dude, how | love Twitter. | had been marked in one of Tommy's posts, and he 
himself did that. When | read the message | was delighted. I've got to call him and we need each other more 


than ever, now | knew he felt the same. 


| still remembered his number and we talked for hours, about how desperate we were without each other. At 
a moment, my wife was right beside me, saying "you've been on this phone for hours, and | bet it's a chick 
you've been hanging out without my acknowledgement! Ain't it, Nikl? ANSWER ME NOW!" But when | said it was 
Tommy, | could see the misbelief in her eyes seconds before walking away. We had a dinner arranged At my 
house. Goodness, | had to send my wife to a spa or something on this day. 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Tommy's POV 
2011 


When | saw that my message was delivered with success, and that he called me, | was in seventh heaven. His 
voice was a bit shaky due to emotion, but mine was also like that. | never felt so much love in a phone call. | 
couldn't wait to look at those starry eyes again, feel those calloused fingers and that long hair through my 
fingers, which was the most amazing sensation I've ever felt. My girlfriend couldn't know that. | had to send 


her to a spa or something on this day, so Nikki and | could be free. 


vunnu www 


Nikki's POV 
Dinner day, 2017 


Courtney was at spa And | was waiting for my terror twin to arrive. When the doorbell rang, | ran to the 
door, opened it and fell into his arms. There he was, with his hugs and hair caress. Gosh, | missed it so much. 
We held each other for more than 3 minutes, | think, before we entered and sat to eat dinner. | made pizza, 
and he had brought the wine, and it puzzled me how he knew that this would the perfect beverage for the 


meal, and he remembered my taste for them. 


| asked him about which record did he want to listen while eating, and the answer couldn't be sweeter: too fast 
for love, because it has the first songs that we actually did together. Incredibly we had already eaten and the 
vinyl didn't come to the end. We sat near the player and when On With The Show came, he stood by me and 


said "will you come on and dance". How someone refuse this? 


We danced close to each other, with me resting my head on his chest, feeling his heartbeat following the 
drumbeat. "You are the best drummer I've ever met. If not the best in the world. Just listening to this song, 
anyone can notice your geniality." As | ended, | felt a kiss on the top of my head and heard a soft ‘thank you, 
babe’. 


| gave him the idea of jamming a bit. | always keep a drum kit set on the basement, with the other 
instruments. We went down there and set everything up for the session. | looked at internet for some rap 


songs and when | let it loud, Tommy was confused. 


"Why are you listening to this? You've always said it is shitty music!" Tommy said in a completely puzzled 


manner. 
"Makes me think of wilder riffs and deeper grooves. And reminds me of the only one | have ever loved" 


Tommy started to cry, but he managed to pull me closer and kiss me. It was passionately strong, so strong | 


let my cell phone fall to the floor. He broke the kiss. 


"Now I'm home, home sweet home. Because home is where the heart is, and mine will always be when you hold 


me in your arms. Home is wherever you maybe be, Nik-Nok” 


| began to cry too, but he kissed my tears as we held each other, humming Home Sweet Home. The moment 
was broken by a Twitter message, from someone pissed off that | was listening to rap and hip hop. | wrote as 
a reply that Tommy was the groove master without even needing guitars or basses. But he whispered in my 
ear, after | send the message. "Of course | need a bass. How am | supposed to play the most beautiful song, 
our song, without the deep sound of a bass? And the right the player?" He meant playing Without You, the 


songs | wrote to thank him for all the help during my recovery from heroin addiction 
"Okay, T-Bone. Let's remind the good days." 


We played the whole time we were together. Mötley songs, covers from our youth, newly composed tunes, 


until Courtney said that she was coming back home. We had some minutes to be together. 


"Tommy, there's a song that | didn't understand completely when | wrote. | just seemed nice, but now it makes 


sense. If | die tomorrow" 
"Can't remember the lyrics, I'm sorry" 
So | sang to him, looking straight in his eyes. | was being true to him on each verse. 


If we die Tomorrow, we can say that we lived and loved, lived on our terms in the wild side and we had been 


in danger together uncountable times, my baby. Nothing to fear, now that rediscovered love" Tommy said. 


We kissed before he made his way to his house, because home is whenever and wherever we are together. 


Maybe the terror twins aren't mad at each other. Maybe Motley Crue isn't dead. Maybe the dream isn't over. 


NNNNNNNN NNN 


EPILOGUE 
Courtney's POV 
Dinner day, 2011 


A girl stopped me and asked if | was married to Nikki Sixx. | answered yes and she said she was dating Tommy 
Lee. She then said that her boyfriend had made a surprise with the spa day, and that he seemed nervous 
saying that she had to go today. Really strange, because that's exactly how Nikki acted, 


After some talk, | noticed she is really nice, and we arranged to go to the mall together next week. It might be 
good for the boys to be left in home alone, to teach them that no one expell us from our own homes. It will 
serve them right. No touch with civilization Neither with each other. We are meaner and smarter, boys. Take 


care, we are razors sharp! You didn't see that coming, right? 


